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Your Love Is Like The Sun 


There was nothing better than a day off from work and just chilling on the beach. They rarely left Hollywood 
and to drive the forty minutes to Santa Monica beach was a treat that David revelled in. He loved walking on 
the beach and feeling the surf against his feet. He loved it when Dave would wander off and return with ice 
cream, a blush touching the redhead's cheeks as he offered one out to David. There was something extremely 
sweet about Dave Mustaine giving in and buying something that wasn't drugs, booze, or cigarettes. It was even 
sweeter when he blushed like a cherry and hid behind his hair. As always, David gratefully took his ice cream 
before giving the older man a small kiss. Public displays of affection were a huge no-no but Dave didn't appear 


to mind lips being brushed against his cheek. 


Sitting in the shade of a clump of palm trees, David devoured his ice cream as he watched the world go by. 
People rollerskated, walked their dogs, worked out, or even used the beach as a route to work. Some swam in 
the sea or surfed. In all, it felt like being on a permanent vacation and David could feel himself unwinding. It had 
been a stressful few weeks. The band were on the cusp of signing a deal and the constant tooing and froing of 
everything had made its way into his body. Some nights he couldn't sleep. Others he fell in to bed and slept for 
fifteen straight hours. On top of that, November was nearly at an end meaning that he'd soon be boarding a 


plane back to Minnesota. He was looking forward to going home and seeing his family, even just for a week. 


Beside him, David felt Dave shuffle a little closer. Turning his eyes from the sea, David smiled. 

‘Hey’ 

The redhead mirrored his expression, a smile breaking his own lips. "Hey. Ready to go in a minute?" 
"Do we have to?" David playfully whined. "I don't wanna go back to the apartment. Don't make me go." 


Dave's smile widened to a grin and he pushed an elbow into David's ribs. "Don't make me punish you, ya brat," 


he hissed. 
David chuckled. "Go on Do it. When we get back. | like it when you do that." 


He watched as a blush touched Dave's cheeks and the redhead averted his eyes. They'd only been dating a few 
months. Before that, both of them had believed themselves to be heterosexual men, only seeking the company 
of other men when it was absolutely necessary. Then, on that fateful summer morning, they'd laid eyes on one 
another and the rest had become history. Both had tried to fight the inevitable. Both had tried to deny that 
they had any kind of attraction to the other. But, in the end, something in their hearts had won and they'd 


allowed themselves to fall in love with one another. 
It was as they were getting to their feet that David heard a voice he never thought he'd hear again 
"Shit. Can't believe you've managed to find someone else." 


Swinging around, David felt himself wither. His shoulders became slumped and his eyes looked down to the sand 
at their feet. The person who'd spoken stood before them, one hand on their hip and a surf board clasped 
beneath the other arm. A tiny bikini clung to their minute frame and waves of thick, sun-kissed hair fell 


around their shoulders. 
"Hi, Tayla," he said softly. 


"What are you saying "Hi" for, asshole? You dumped me. Or have you forgotten that? You always were a space 
case. Head in the clouds and all of that. Leached off of me when he first moved here. Oh, and for the record, 
he's a shit fuck" 


David hung his head. He could feel his eyes clouding over, the tears prickling the corners. Reaching up, he wiped 
a hand over his nose. He'd met Tayla on his first week in LA. She'd been living just down the corridor, in the 
apartment above someone called Frank. Frank had a parrot that cursed loudly and sang all night. Both Tayla and 
himself had been outcasts in a city that embraced the weird. He was a hick from the farm while she was 


waiting for the final part of her operation to become a full woman. 


David had fallen in love with her. Tayla had awoken something deep inside of him. Something that he thought 
he'd only see with his parents. He'd been besotted by her and her brave journey away from her tyrannical 


family and to the life she wanted. And yes, he'd taken money from her. And food, clothing, and sex. But he 
thought she'd wanted the same from him. Thought that everything was an expression of their love. 


To Tayla, it hadn't been. She'd seen him as a piece of meat and, when he didn't live up to her expectations, 
she'd turned nasty. She'd berated and teased him, calling him a lousy fuck. He'd tried to improve but nothing 
could change her mind. To Tayla, David was nothing and, after two months, he'd had enough. Walking away had 
been hard and he'd tried to go back more than once to repair the damage. But she'd wanted none of it. So he'd 


tried to move on. 


"What did you say?" he heard Dave ask. The redhead's voice had that tone to it, the one that said he wasn't 
best pleased with what was being presented to him. 


'| said, that he's a shitty fuck," Tayla snarled. "Didn't even know what he was doing with his dick" 

David felt himself shrink back. He wanted the shadows of the trees to swallow him whole, hiding him away 
from the world. It was in those moments that he hated Tayla. Hated that he'd ever run in to her. Her words 
were making him feel tiny, chipping at his already wounded soul. He could feel tears welling in his eyes and 
David shook his hair in front of his face. Best if she didn't see the tears; it was just another thing for her to 
use against him. Why he hadn't just moved out of the area and away from her, he didn't know. 


"Look," Dave began. "I don't know who the fuck you are but | do know that | want you out David's, and my, 


faces right now." 


Tayla laughed. It was a horrible noise, one that David remembered hearing right before she went on one of her 


rants. It was no wonder he'd waited so long to before he allowed Dave to have sex with him. 
"I'm his ex," she snickered. 


"I kinda gathered that. And l'm his current boyfriend so why don't you fuck off before | give you a reason to 
fuck off" 


"You'd give me a reason to fuck off? Yeah, whatever. Seriously, what do you see in him, though? Its not like 
he's got much going for him." 


From the corner of his eye, David watched Dave stiffen. The guitarists back straightened and he pulled his 
shoulders up. 


"He's got a lot more going for him than you, bitch." 
"Yeah, like what, Ginger?" 


"Like he's one of the best bass players I've ever come across." 


Tayla snorted. "That it? ‘cause there wasn't much more that was useful to him. Couldn't even get a fuckin’ 
job." 


"Look, bitch, you might have the moves but David's got something you haven't. He's got heart and soul. 
Something you'll never have and l'm sorry you couldn't appreciate that in him. But | do, and | love him for it. 


And, for the record, he's not a shit lay. You obviously don't know how to please a man like Davia." 


A hand reached for his and David smiled as Dave took his hand. He didn't look at Tayla as they walked away. 
Dave's thumb gently stroked the back of his hand. 


"Thanks," he murmured. 

"Don't mention it" 

"| needed to hear that," David said as he looked up at the older man. 

"| know. | could tell." 

"Could tell what?" 

"That you'd been hurt. And l'm sorry that you've been hurt like that" 

"At least | found you," David said with a smile as they made their way back to the car. 

"And l'm glad you did" 

Dave pulled him to a halt and wrapped his arms around David's waist. David smiled and draped hs arms around 
Dave's waist. He looked up into those warm, hazel eyes, taking in the love and adoration that swam through 
them. As Dave moved in, David stepped back. 

"No PDA's," David softly reminded him. 

"Don't care right now," Dave replied with a smile. 

David purred as the older man held him close and softly kissed him. He could feel Dave's love surrounding him 


just like the sun beat down on them. And David had moved on. He'd found the most wonderful man, someone 


who loved David for who he was instead of what he could give them. 


